






























When you're finished reading...
Pass a Mind of Your
Own to your Friends,
I'm sure you've passed worse.
f^f-Mii ..
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Well, Denison, I hope you're happy. Because I sure am. Mind of Your Own is publishing its tenth volume, and the college
is still around. MoYO has covered a lot in the time we've been here. We've written on sex, the Greek System, activism, and
obsession. Our first issue was conceived as an Honors Project by John Boyden ('93). I wrote him, and other editors, asking
about our past. Here is a sample of Boyden's thoughts on the first issue:
So who am I? I'm the guy who started it. We had no budget and no office, so I did all of the desktop publishing in my dorm
room on a Powerbook 140 with a tiny-tiny screen—I could only see 1/3 of any given page at a time. Frat boys tried to pick
up my car and move it down to fraternity row in protest of my Greek system editorial. Someone spat on me. I was stalked
day and night. The DCGA president told me he hated the magazine and didn't want it to get funding. Those were fun days.
But I don't regret any of it.
Today, MoYO has an office, where we work on a brand new iMac, scanner, and laserjet printer. We no longer consult the
President for approval of each issue. We print professionally with DCGA funds, and none of us has been spat upon. But
what does this lack of spittle mean? Has MoYO gone soft? Have we sold out? Should we retitle the magazine No Mind of
Our Own! Perhaps an anecdote is in order.
Before the Seneca Falls Convention in 1848, women in America had virtually nowhere to turn to right the injustices of their
everyday lives. But through the collective action of brave women across the nation, a movement was built. There were
conferences, rallies, newspapers, and local groups, all dedicated to women's rights. In short, there was organization. The
women's movement has grown and thrived since Seneca Falls, and the organization is evident in groups like NOW, the
National League of Women Voters, and Ms. magazine. In fact, despite the ground that women have gained, the battle rages
on, and feminists rely on organization to make a difference.
There seems to be an implicit appeal in the idea of "selling out" to the
notion that flawed humanity is purest in small doses. For example, you
may consider your local boy scout troop is more trustworthy than the
NRA. This is one of the reasons people are suspicious of the govern-
ment, the Catholic Church, and Greek Life. Power corrupts, we say, and
think nothing more of it.
But there is something to say for organization. If our ideal of purity is the
engaged individual, the liberated activist, this individual needs support
and motivation. And organizations have the power to stimulate this grass
roots engagement. There are times when the system is ready for critical
thought, and those are times when working within the system is useful.
So maybe Mind of Your Own can be forgiven for becoming more estab-
lished in the last ten years. Our funding from DCGA allows Tom and I to
operate without any commerical advertisements on our pages. Selling
space only to campus groups and non-profits was an important issue for
us. With our email account, we make it easier to submit an article, allow-
ing us to recruit writers on and off-campus. With our office space and
updated technology, we print posters to post around campus and create the best magazine we can.
This issue covers some of our old favorites: pagans, foreign lands, and the administration. No, these are not the same
article. For those in search of peace, Dan Fisher writes reflections on the life of a loved Buddhist monk. For those in search
of war, Steve Kovach writes on the best way to piss opponents off when playing Risk. The staff of the Tasty Paycheck, an
independent publication reminiscent of MoYO's early days, offers a quiz no student can afford to fail. We also feature
reviews of the millenium and of local dining establishments. So maybe working with the system paid off. Kirk Cameron
wasn't much without Growing Pains, right? In the words of editor Dan Fiden ('97),
As the editors change, the look and feel of the magazine should change. Boyden's MoYO was about him and what got him
off. Mine was the same.... MoYO should be a place for people to write about what gets them fired up, and to write about it
well.
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/ would like to change my casing, not my underwear.
by Erin Kaczur
I knew that something was wrong when I realized
that I was more attracted to a high-end computer than a well-
ripped human. "What does this all mean?" I asked myself.
No, I wasn't falling for someone on the Internet, which in
some odd way would still be a person. I was definitely in
love with the machine. In fact, I don't need porn; I pick up
the nearest DELL catalog. Then it dawned on me just why I
felt this way - it sucks to be human. That's all. If anything
has sucked more than the overall experience of being hu-
man, I have yet to experience it.
Flesh and bone cannot do all the things that a 900-
megahertz processor can. Robots, which somehow contain a
computer, do their job and don't have the stupid bullshit to
cloud the day. A human
doesn't have a 15-
gigabyte hard drive; we
have a pile of wrinkled
tissue that would be
lucky if it could remem-
ber anything.
Why does my new tele-
phone come with Oper-
ating Instructions and my
life doesn't? My com-




you may be asking why
it sucks to be human. I
find the emotions for the
most part are the stupid-
est part of all. Have you
ever been in a relation-
ship where one of you has had "baggage?" Honestly, people,
humans, carry too much baggage. All the emotions get in
the way. There's mixed signals in flirting, you just don't un-
derstand why your girlfriend/boyfriend just doesn't want to
be close to you, the constant wonder if you did something
wrong - it all sucks. And that is just some of the baggage that
comes along with being human.
Computers don't feel guilt, love, hurt, or happiness.
They lack compassion, hatred, fear, and sexual desire. A com-
puter doesn't have a family, doesn't pay bills, has no need
for friends and social gatherings; it doesn't have to take col-
lege courses and the tests that go along with them. How easy
my life would be if I could just live that way, live as a ma-
chine.
How about test taking? You read the entire book,
arrive for a test or class discussion and you totally blank out.
A computer has it all stored in the hard drive. I certainly
wouldn't mind having any Random Access Memory. And
when you want to forget something a human can't just de-
lete the file. There we go, back to the issue of baggage. To
make things worse, life, that is human life, doesn't come
equipped with an UNDO function.
Machines could be our answer to the fountain of
youth. Life broken down is birth, a bunch of crap, mid-life
crisis, and death. If I were a computer I'd come out of the
factory, do my thing, which is whatever a machine would
do, start having the effects of old age, go back to the factory
and get upgraded. I think the majority of the world could use
some sort of hardware
inside it. There is so
much stupidity within
the human race that
could easily be solved
with a little software
installation.
I could be on
to something here.
No, I really mean it.
This could revolution-
ize the world. Moral-




bring an end to world
hunger because we
won't need to eat.
Criminals could be
programmed to be the
perfect citizen instead of having to face capital punishment.
People would fear dying or question life after death. Ask if
there is a God and I'll say, "Something like it. I believe it is
called Mainframe." We could program positivity and cut costs
on bills for psychiatrists and anti depressants.
Yeah, there's the possibility of a glitch, but tell that
to your car, your Mr. Coffee with alarm settings, your Palm
Pilot, and your sports watch combined miniature calculator.
We need to change. We need to use these advances in tech-
nology to develop and improve ourselves and not just our
products. We need to start living life in digital, not in analog.
This is a great idea. I could even make a movie out of this.
Wait... Wasn't that?.... Oh yeah. Nevermind. I really liked
The Matrix, how about you? I have five skins for my Winamp
and a desktop theme.
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IHoYummy
Our Staff Connoisseurs Hit
the Spots That Hit the Spot
by Jim Dunson and Tom Hankinson
At a college like Denison, many of the most engaging
leisure activities will involve eating and drinking. There sim-
ply isn't that much else to do. With that in mind, we have
decided to provide a
few pointers on the
former, and leave the
latter to the experts. The
following restaurant re-
views should give you
some help in selecting
the fine dining estab-
lishment that will give
you the most joy de
vivre for your lucre (if
you'll pardon the hoity-
toity expression—we




in essence, more bang
for your buck. And by
bang, we mean overall
food-dollar value, so don't get the wrong idea.
For sake of clarity in our analysis of the three eating
establishments we reviewed, we will divide each write-up
into two sections. The first will be a sort of introduction,
covering the atmosphere and service (this is written
by Tom). The second section for each restaurant will
contain the review of the actual food (this is written
by Jim). The rating system we will use in evaluating
the overall quality of the restaurant will be Belt
Notches, symbolized by the pictogram "o". To give
you some idea of the range of this system, some rough
ratings might be useful. My mother's special recipe
for homemade pizza would probably rate "ooooo",
while rotten bananas smeared on top of a White Castle
slider would most likely rate "c", or perhaps even
":". It might be useful to picture the Belt Notches as
repetitions of the letter "o," so that the entire string
of Belt Notches would be equal to the length of the
appreciative "ooh"-type sound you might make for
the thing being reviewed. Just some things to keep
in mind. And with that, the reviews:
Brio
Brio is a Tuscan Grill (for all intents and purposes,
Italian) restaurant located at the Easton commercial sprawl.
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It fits nicely into the center of the rampant consumerism of
the mall area with a neat, boxy look from the outside, bro-
ken up pleasingly by outdoor seating with umbrellas, some
of which outdoor tables face the sporadically spouting Easton
fountain. Inside, however, the neat, proper, cubish feel dis-
appears, in favor of a remarkably airy and welcoming inte-
rior. Sweeping draperies running from the center of the in-
credibly tall ceiling, coupled with a large set of high win-
dows, almost conceal the fact that the restaurant is an enclo-
sure at all. Rather, the atmosphere is one of an outdoor pa-
vilion, or perhaps a courtyard. Some leafy green plants scat-
tered about the place aid in the effect, as do the cheerful,
yellow-draped windows that make up
almost the entire back wall of the room.
All of the tables are in one room, al-
lowing the patron to see the scurrying
servers and other diners throughout the
restaurant.
These servers went about their
business with marked efficiency, yet re-
taining a courteous and patient attitude
that seemed sincere, not put-on. Upon
entry we were given a J-Tech buzzer-
light disc that later exploded into vibra-
tion and visual effects when our table
became available. From then one, our
server took care of us as if we were the
only ones in the place, though we could
see her hurrying to at least four other
tables as she made her rounds. During
the process of ordering, she was a great
help, offering her own favorites, and during the course of
the meal, our drinks remained topped off and our extra cut-
lery and dishes were whisked away expediently. She did steal
my salad fork prematurely after the initial round of appetiz-
ers, but that was at least partially my fault for leaving it on
an empty plate.
The actual presentation of the food contained a
streak of artistry. The beef carpaccio was served with an at-
tractive display of greens and crouton strips built up on the
middle of the dish. A swirl of darker color adorned the but-
ternut squash soup. The antipasto sampler and flatbread
lacked this sense of style, but this did not seem inappropri-
ate in these less prestigious—though equally valid—selec-
tions.
Overall, the service was highly effective, without reach-
ing the point of being pushy or obsequious—a fine balance
to achieve. The ambience was also a plus, from the bunched
khaki window dressings to the cherry-and-oak-striped hard-
wood floor. Brio felt classy, but not intimidating; clean and
efficient, but not enclosed.
Atmosphere: oooo
The Brio menu is compartmentalized (e.g. primi,
insalata, pasta, etc.) while maintaining continuity; namely,
all of the food-descriptions are in a language that is foreign
to me. Impressive. Generally speaking, the food combines a
certain flair for presentation with quality ingredients that hear-
ken back to the time I never spent around the old hearth in
Tuscany. To begin the meal, we ordered the antipasto sam-
pler (in English, this means to 'try' a 'not-pasta'). It con-
sisted of fritto misto (fried calamari), mushroom ravioli al
forno (mushroom ravioli cooked in a forno), and fresh grilled
artichokes. The calamari was as good as any I have ever had,
tender and flavorful while not yielding passively to the
bite. It came armed with pepperoncini and two delicious
sauces, a spicy mustard/horseradish and a rich tomato.
The ravioli, swathed in a cream sauce and paired with
diced tomatoes, accentuated the flavor of the mushroom
filling, but left something to be desired in its somewhat
mealy texture. The artichokes, stuffed with baked blue
cheese, were half-satisfying: the hearts were magnifi-
cent, and yet the outer leaves were too tough to even
chew much less consume. Stylistically, the decision to
present whole artichokes was a beautiful one, but this
eventually detracted from the overall quality of the dish.
The complementary bread was first-rate: there was
a warm sourdough (although I suppose the flavor of sour-
dough is a personal preference), and a crispy flat bread























were minimally greasy and lightly salted, letting the unal-
tered flavor speak for itself. Also, the butternut squash soup
was prepared simply while packing in an inordinate amount
of flavor. It was more sweet than earthy, and quite rich with
a dollop of blue cheese.
I was pleased with the well-timed presentation of the
courses. Each was brought in succession, while avoiding an
overcrowded table. The caesar salad was appropriately
dressed, basic in ingredients but satisfying. It was not one to
remember and perhaps lacked creativity, but the proper bal-
ance for the dressing is accomplishment enough. The grilled
asparagus was surprisingly smoky (in a good sense) and well-
bodied. It was nice to try my favorite vegetable in a new
way: grilled and bearing the blackened marks. However, the
salt was not used so sparingly this time; moreover, the bot-
tom of the stems were disturbingly undercooked. It seems
like they teamed up with the outer artichoke leaves to escape
the chef's grasp.
The diced tomatoes return in the asparagus dish, hav-
ing previously done a tour of duty with the mushroom ravioli.
7 Spring 2001
They are marvelous in both places, subtle and sweet but un-
doubtedly helpful in achieving a balanced and consistent fla-
vor. The same cannot be said of the shaved reggiano parmesan
cheese: while delicious and welcome to any individual dish,
it was overused across the number of dishes we tasted. The
onion straws and asparagus, amongst others, individually
benefit from the reggiano, but over the course of a meal it























the delicious and infamous reggiano parmesan cheese. The
beef was a backdrop, although to deny the accompaniments
full status as parts of the dish is perhaps unfair. Indeed, they
would not do individually: for instance, the sweet dressing,
while taming the bitter greens,
would not function as a house
dressing, and seemed only to
work in the context of the aioli.
The garlicky croutons and the
capers were the most toned-
down and therefore acceptable
additions to the dish.
The wine list was exten-
sive, and a moderately-priced
glass of Chianti Pietrafitta was
a welcome guest to the meal.
Brio also serves aesthetically
pleasing flatbread pizza and a





The Waffle House establishment we patronized was
8 Spring 2001
located near highway 161 in Westerville, a short distance to
the left after exiting from the beltway, 270 North. The look
of the building's architecture and placement in the area shouts,
"Access!" That is, the squarish design is dominated by flat,
unbroken panes of glass that offer an easy view of the inte-
rior from the road. The parking lot is laid out in efficient
spots, none of which is farther than thirty feet from the set of
airlock-like serial entry doors. The glowing "Waffle House"
sign beckons the commuting diner, almost seeming to at-
tract the front end of the car like a giant electromagnet. In-
side, the floor is clean but subtly sticky, punctuated by a row
of chairs of a utilitarian design accented by cheery red seat
pads. The main seating is in booths, arranged in rows along
the outer edges of the room, forming an "L" shape around
the magical short-order grill, bar seating, and register area.
The intimacy of the booths is startling—it is almost as if
there is only room for one and three fourths of a person,
forcing the patrons to a greater proximity that can poten-
tially be refreshing or discomfiting.
The service at the Waffle House was of a unique fla-
vor, much like the pecan waffles. While the servers do not
seem particularly courteous, there is a deeper shade of un-
derlying comfort that comes from a basic understanding and
familiarity with the customer-server relationship. The feel-
ing one gets from interacting with the servers (mostly ma-
ture women with the wrinkles and crooked gait of true res-
taurant experience) is one of mutual recognition. It is as if
they are saying to you, "I recognize you as a person, and you
recognize me as the same. Right now, I am acting as your
server at the Waffle House, and you are acting as a customer,
but this does not define you or me. So let's take care of busi-
ness, but not get carried away with false obeisance or as-
sumed airs." Or perhaps it is as if they are saying, "It is two
in the morning. What do you want to eat?"
The simplicity
and genuineness of the
service is endearing in
the long run—it makes
one feel more connected
to the establishment and
more authentic. The
clean, but not done-up
interior design works
similarly. But the most
important factor of the
Waffle House's ambi-
ence is the menu—clear,
intensely compact on a
single plastic-covered
sheet, yet bursting with
variety and possibility, it
is a masterwork of the
genre. Unequaled any-
where in individuality
and pizzazz, though un-
derscored by the ominously repeated admonishment, "No
Sharing." In summary, there is no uppity frou-fra here, just
traces of a down-home hospitality filtered through a con-
ception of restauranteering that focuses on taking care of
business.
tastebuds.
A nice compliment to the double-order of waffles are
the always-delicious hashbrowns. They come scattered, cov-
ered, chunked, sprayed, thrown, etc. Actually, I do not have
the list in front of me. Sprayed and thrown do not
sound right to me though. I usually get them scat-
tered and chunked (onion and ham). If it's pay-
day, go ahead and splurge on the double-order;
otherwise, you are left with a double-order of
waffles and an insufficient single-order of
hashbrowns. This is problematic mathematically
speaking, and also in terms of not having enough
to eat. Don't worry, the diced onion is gently
carmelized around the edges, and the smoky ham
is good enough to be satisfying on its own. You
will not leave disappointed (a note: Lilly the sing-
ing waitress will not have her picture taken, but
she would be glad to take a picture of her Waffle
House guests—please tip her well).
Atmosphere: ooo
A longtime patron of the waffle house in
Westerville, I often forgo the opportunity to try new
dishes, opting instead for time-tested favorites. For
starters, the coffee is quite good, especially served
black. It is freshly brewed and full-bodied, although
served in a surprisingly small mug. The orange
juice is particularly good, and is not watered down.
Order a tall one. Flavored cokes are generally dis-
appointing, as the various flavors (such as vanilla)
are never given the opportunity to integrate themselves into
the coke. This makes for an abundance of syrup at the bot-
tom of the beverage.
The food is exquisite. A hearty eater might opt for steak
and eggs or porkchops, but I have found that the waffles and
hashbrowns are consistently tasty and generously portioned.
The pecan waffle defies the laws of chemistry. For starters,
the airy waffle can hardly be described as
a 'solid,' and yet the pecans somehow re-
main suspended (even enveloped) in cloud-
like waffle. I think there actually is a law
of chemistry that describes this phenom-
enon, but I am not a chemist, so I don't
know what it is. However, my pecan waffle
was disappointingly burned last time I or-
dered one. Out of vengeance, I have
switched (perhaps permanently) to a
double-order of 'plain' waffles. Truth be
told, these are hardly 'plain', especially
when topped with syrup (a note: pass on
the whipped butter). The batter is likely fla-
vorful in itself, but when Chef Mike cooks them with love,




The entrance to Huffman, while not what one might
call "grand," does inspire a certain kind of awe, perhaps bor-
dering on intimi-
dation. The long




though it is per-
haps not the most
desirable begin-
ning for a dining
experience. Once
at the summit, the
large, open space
of the tray and




A "No Pluses, No Minuses"
Memory of a Spiritual
Friend
by Dan Fisher
"For those who approach the Dharma in quest of in-
tellectual or emotional gratification, inevitably it will show
two faces, and one will always remain a puzzle. But if we
approach the Dharma on its own terms, as the way to re-
lease from suffering, there will not be two faces at all. In-
stead we will see what was therefrom the start: the single
face of Dharma which, like any other face, presents two
complementary sides. "—Bhikkhu Bodhi
Few things rouse my heart as much as good American
folk music. Like all great art but perhaps more so, the good
stuff of folk is stripped, unabashed, and self-possessed. Think
tragic ballads, "Blue Moon of Kentucky" or Patsy Cline. If I
had to pick one song from the canon of American folk that I
find most deeply touching, though, it would be Joe Ely's
"Because of the Wind." Written by Ely, but made famous as
the signature song of his former Flatlanders band-mate
Jimmie Dale Gilmore, "Because of the Wind" is a tender
ditty on relational nature. "Do you know why the trees bend
/ At the West Texas border?" it begins. "Do you know why
they bend, / And sway and twine? / The trees bend because
of the wind / Along that lonesome border. / The trees bend
because of the wind / All along the line." The song contin-
ues, saying that, as with the trees, a breeze-like presence
blows through Ely's being: a woman named Caroline. "Well,
if she is like the breeze / That blows from Corpus Christi /
Then I must be like the trees, / 'Cause Caroline blows through
me," he croons. Although we are not told anymore about her
effect on Ely or anything about her herself, aside from the
fact that she has "hair of yellow," the implication in the song
is that the effect she has had upon him is a stirring one. If she
is like the wind, then he is truly like a tree, wholly encour-
aged forward in the direction that the wind moves.
In the song of myself, the breeze that blows through
me is a man named Godwin Samararatne.
*
I have written for MoYO now for three years. I have
spent much of that time as a writer for this publication pre-
senting my opinions on the work and thoughts of others. I
have, however, avoided writing directly about myself. Some-
times I have embraced my own perspective as an essential
task in the writing of specific articles, but, by and large, I
have abstained from telling the readers of MoYO much about
me. In part because I find it a difficult task to write about
oneself without being unconsciously self-aggrandizing or
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tritely self-deprecating. But in greater part because, to bor-
row a thought from Tony Kushner's Angels in America saga,
writing, no matter what style and no matter whether it be
fiction or non-fiction, feels to me to be an unnecessary en-
deavor when not used in a way that might see fruition in
praxis. The writing that strives to inform in the hopes of see-
ing a change in the conduct or thinking of readers in a more
compassionate direction is the writing that feels to me to be
important. But I now find myself with something personal
to present that I think might be inspiring and that necessarily
involves writing about myself and working to survive the
potential pitfalls a writer as obsessive as I face in that task.
*
I met
G o d w i n
Samararatne in
September of 1999
in Bodh Gaya, a
small village deep
in India's rural
state of Bihar. I was
there on Antioch




ing in the village's
Burmese monas-
tery as a lay resi-
dent. Bodh Gaya is
the historic site of
the Buddha's en-
lightenment. It was there that, after six years of practicing
austerities, the Buddha feasted and came to sit under a Bodhi
tree and meditate until he had determined the root causes of
human suffering. A descendent of the original tree grows at
the supposed spot of the enlightenment and a glorious temple
has been erected next to it. Of all of the pilgrimage sites in
the Buddhist world, Bodh Gaya is the most sacred, drawing
visitors from all corners of the earth.
The program offers some selection in courses, but ev-
eryone who participates is required to take a course called
Meditation Traditions. For three weeks apiece, the traditions
of Vipassana meditation (derived from Theravada Bud-
dhism), Zen, and Dzogchen (from Tibetan Buddhism) are
studied with the help of teachers from each of these lineages.
For Zen meditation, our teacher was Sensei Ekai Korematsu,
who helped establish the Berkeley Zen Center. For Tibetan,
our key teachers were His Holiness Rabjam Rinpoche and
the Venerable Matthieu Ricard, co-author of The Monk and
the Philosopher. For Vipassana, our instructors were
Anagarika Sri Munindra, ninety-three-year-old teacher of
celebrated Western meditation guru Joseph Goldstein, and
someone whose name I had not come across before: a soft-
spoken Sinhala librarian named Godwin Samararatne.
*






When I tossed the idea of an interview with Leslie
Feinberg out on the table at the first MOYO meeting, I had
no intention of actually doing it myself.
Prior to that day, when I was told about hir
speaking engagement at Denison, I had no
idea who s/he was. I knew s/he was a
transgender and activist for the queer com-
munity, that much was indicated on the flier.
So when the idea for an interview arose, I
tossed Feinberg's name out while it was still
fresh in my mind. I knew it was a good sug-
gestion—a speaker like that doesn't come
to Denison often and I knew that most
people probably didn't even know what a
transgendered person was. However, when
I got drafted for the assignment, I didn't
have the guts to admit that I didn't know
either. I had always considered myself
fairly hip, pretty with it and accepting of
things different from me and that always
present proverbial "norm." I didn't want to
admit I had no clue who this person even
was.
I decided to hunt down the informa-
tion I needed. I visited every website that
search engines led to; I downloaded bios and magazine in-
terviews. I even accessed book reviews for some of hir nov-
els, particularly a work of fiction titled Stone Butch Blues.
From what I could glean from the articles there seemed to be
a lot of debate concerning the book's protagonist Jess and
the comparisons between her and Feinberg. Though each
source always mentioned transgender either in relation to
Feinberg's identity or the activist movement, there still was
no explanation as to what that exactly entailed.
So where do you go when you seek definition? I as-
sumed the dictionary would be the most logical place. I mo-
seyed down to Fellows and flipped open that monster dictio-
nary bolted to the dolly in the computer lab and flipped to
the T's. Nothing. So I looked under transsexual. Nothing there
either. I flipped to the title page and sure enough it was un-
abridged. So, just to double check I looked up unabridged.
Sure enough it was there and under it read: 1) not abridged:
COMPLETE. 2) being the most complete in its class.
That didn't seem right; it obviously wasn't complete.
I knew that transgender was a legitimate word and figured
its elimination was simply due to the fact the dictionary was
published in 1971. But even now as I type this article, the
spell check has underlined the word with its big red guilty
mark. As if its existence in our society is negated because
Microsoft Word and Webster say so.
So I went to hir talk with what materials I had, some
questions on the gay movement, and I big pit of nervousness
in my stomach. I was scared about just getting through the
introductions. What if I offended hir? As you can tell, pro-
nouns can be changed to be gender neutral but as far as I
knew it was almost unavoidable in conversation. Don't think
so? Try to have a conversation with someone. If you can talk
for five minutes without using the words "she" "he" "her" or
"his," then you are a better woman, man, or transgendered
individual than I. Once again, the English language had man-
aged to fail me.
As I sat in the auditorium flipping through my notes, a
well-dressed figure in a three-piece suit approached the mi-
crophone after the introduction. From where I was sitting it
was hard to see each distinct feature, though hir face seemed
wide and open. Much more welcoming than I expected. At
that distance I would have immediately taken hir for a man,
no question. It wasn't until our conversation later that I would
see the soft female contours of hir expression peer through.
I was extremely relieved when Feinberg addressed my
concern in hir talk, even joking that some people in the audi-
ence probably weren't sure exactly what transgender meant.
I small ripple of laughter floated through the crowd. I joined
in and even shrugged to my neighbor like I was somehow in
the know. Feinberg outlined that there weren't just
transgenders, but transsexuals and intersexuals as well. They
together comprised just a portion of the queer community
along with gay, lesbian and bisexual people. Compare this
entire demographic to the general population and what you
are left with is a lot of factions within a small community. I
realized then the challenge of someone like Feinberg who is
enveloped in an activism that strives to bring all these people









There's just something about Kirk
Cameron, isn't there. Something about
that guy you used to hang posters of
above your beds and on your ceilings
(I know this. Don't deny it now). Ex-
cept there's one problem. Kirk hasn't














to be how in
the hell is Kirk
Cameron per-







seems that our dear Kirkie is still alive,
well, and active while the rest of us are
glued to our television sets watching re-
runs of Growing Pains on the Disney
Channel.
First of all, he got married and is
apparently succeeding at that, so good
for him. Even if it's all a front, he's put-
ting up a rather good one. More impor-
tantly, for the past several years, Kirk
and his wife, Chelsea Noble, have been
devoted to charity causes. One has been
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particularly important. Camp Firefly
was started by the two in the early nine-
ties in order to provide a place for kids
with terminal illnesses. Every year Kirk
and wife spend about a week at the
camp, hanging out with them, doing
gymnast routines and autographing old
Growing Pains posters. Why Growing
Pains? Doesn't he have a new movie
coming out called "Left Behind?"
Hasn't he moved on since his glory days
that ended so abruptly back in 1992.
Maybe he has, but no one cares.
Okay, there may be a few truly
devoted souls out there who are
growing with Kirkie as he grows
up. The rest of us still think of
























ing Pains" during the course of my en-
tire life. I was not one of the people to
admit to having a poster of Kirk, be-
cause I never even had so much as a
magazine clipping of him. In other
words, I had to look beyond my vast
knowledge of television stars in order
to find out more about our man of the
year. I owe my life and college degree
to www.kirkcameron.com so if you
have interest in the guy beyond this ar-
ticle, go there, don't ask me.
Best Inuention:
The Thermos
The glories of the thermos are
best quoted in the words of a fellow
Denison student when asked to give an
opinion on its greatness: "How can it
tell when something needs to be kept
hot and when it needs to be kept cold?"
Now doesn't that make you burn with
curiosity over the thermos, over such
an intriguing object of our daily lives.
Think about it. What keeps coffee hot
on the way to class at nine-thirty in the
m o r n -
i n g ?
D e f i -
n i t e l y
not a pa-
per cup.












into it and cooling the coffee down be-
fore I could get to the front door of
Barney. Then I invested in a colorful
thermos-like cup and can enjoy a steam-
ing cup of coffee during the course of
my British Literature course. Without
the thermos, I would not have survived
Beowulf. Many students have a thing
for cold milk and juice, and I have seen
the thermos come in very handy for
them. It's an excellent tool for smug-
gling those much needed beverages out
of Curtis Dining Hall. Then there's
soup, tea, or even just a plain old cup
of water. The thermos comes in all
shapes and sizes, from X-Men to just
plain silver with a black lid. If you don't
own one of these, I highly suggest that
you hop the bandwagon right away and
invest in one. They can be quite cheap,
but quite efficient.







Some may know it as the Emer-
ald Isle, or Eire in the native language,
but known to most as Ireland, a land
that resounds in the greenest hills the
Earth has to offer. There is a reason for
the unusually green hues of Ireland: rain
and lots of it. Thanks to a book lent to
me by a kind friend about an English
man, Tony Hawks, who decided that it
would be a grand idea to hitchhike
around the circumference of Ireland
with a mini-fridge, I have been think-
ing a great deal about my own adven-
tures, and at times misadventures, in
some of the most beautiful places on
the face of the Earth. A land that has
been said to inspire the imagination and
creativity, and I hope that it will do just
that for me now.
The Irish people are of a quite
agreeable nature. This may not be di-
rectly apparent if you should happen to
arrive in Ireland via Dublin, the capital
of the southern portion of Ireland and
home to more than its fair share of
people, but that is the way of the big
city. In Dublin, the people, as people in
cities are bound to be, are typically in a
rush. They are not as friendly as you
might like, but no worse than your av-
erage American. It is a good town to
experience the great culture of Ireland.
Everything from a production of a play,
to a trip to the cinema, to a stroll into
your neighborhood pub, full of musi-
cians, drunks singing horribly out of
tune, and mighty craic (pronounced
crack), as they would say. Craic is a
wonderful Irish word that just means
good clean fun, and that is partly why
they travel off to the pubs a few times a
week on average.
If you're smart, you would leave
the Dublin area relatively quickly, es-
pecially if you are like myself and verge
on detesting the hustle and bustle of
large cities. After all, Dublin is unlike
the rest of Ireland. Ireland is more of a
small-town type of country, and it is
there that one would find the true spirit
of the Irish people. Traveling by bus,
you would wind your way in and out of
brightly painted small towns. The bus
would roll down roads that at times you
would begin to think were not meant to
be driven upon. Ireland is no larger than
the state of Ohio, yet it takes you about
twice as long to travel from here to
there. The roads are about wide enough
for one and a half cars, and to compli-
cate the driving more, there are usually
cars parked on either side of the road.
Looking out your window as the bus
rumbles across the rolling hills, you
develop a strong appreciation for the
almost superhuman driving skills of the
driver. You look at the signs written in
two languages, English and Irish, oth-
erwise known to many Americans as
Gaelic. There before you, you see a sign
that tells you that you are nearing
Corcaigh, Cork, the Republic's second
largest city.
Eventually your bus would roll
into Cork's bus station. You get off the
bus, grab your bags and search for
somewhere to stay, which really is not
too hard as long as you do not go dur-
ing the height of the tourist season,
which is the main reason why Ireland
has so many nice hostels and bed-and-
breakfasts to stay in. Knowing that you
have a place to stay and feeling a bit
thirsty, you head off toward the nearest
pub. Now, whereas Granville may have
only a few bars, every Irish town has a
good many more pubs than its Ameri-
can equivalent would ever have. Inside
you notice a great pub phenomenon. As
Tony Hawks, that English lad I
mentioned earlier, said upon see-
ing a sign in a pub that said
"STRICTLY NO DRINKING",
"The need for the sign reflected
an admirable Irish character trait,
and that is—when the Irish get
drunk, they sing...and although it
wasn't the most pleasant experi-
ence, it was...preferable to fight-
ing" (91). The people gather,
drink, sing and play music, and at
the end of the night they wander
back to their homes, just to do it
all over again another night. After
all, there are some days in Ireland
that are only good for, as I was told
by a professor of Greek history,
looking into the bottom of a glass
of whiskey.
From Cork, you travel out
to the scenic countryside of south-
western Ireland. There are spots all
along the western coast of Ireland that
one can only gaze at in utter amazement.
Sheep and their tenders wander the
green hills. There is a good possibility
that at times there are more sheep than
people where you are, but the country-
side is so awe inspiring that it really
does not bother you that you are the only
person around for a good while. You
might run into some relatively well
dressed man, chomping on a pipe, wear-
ing a pair of trousers, a nice shirt, a flat
cap, and a pair of half waders, quite an
odd sight at first. One of the locals you
think to yourself. He passes by you,
Continued on Page 30.
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PAGANS IN PRINT
The craft—so much more
than Sabrina
by Kalyn Wilson
In recent years, Paganism has become a trend, part of
a youth culture that buys "Protected by Witchcraft" stickers
and pentagrams on imitation leather cords from suburban
shopping mall kiosks. Films such as The Craft and Practical
Magic explicitly portray a vision of Pagan practices which,
rather than sparking controversy, gross well at the box of-
fice. Spell books and tarot decks proliferate at Waldenbooks
and on Amazon.com.
Just what is it that pop culture has picked up on? Where
did all this stuff come from, and what do real Pagans believe
in? Complicated questions with multiple answers, and to at-
tempt a complete explanation in an article such as this would
be ridiculous. However, I would like to give some insight




























ated with Wicca, but to say that all Pagans are Wiccans is
grossly inaccurate. Judging by up-to-the-minute information
obtained online (the only real place to obtain such informa-
tion, no matter how suspect its accuracy may be), the vast
majority of Pagans define themselves as 'eclectic'—their
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faith comes from traditions as diverse as Celtic, Greek, Catho-
lic, and
Egyptian
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b e c a u s e
it's liter-
ally impossible; one of the things that Pagans universally
pride themselves upon is their inability to be classified into
'churches' or systems of belief. Instead, I will give a brief
history of two of the largest and best recognized 'branches'
of Paganism—Wicca and Druidism.
Druidic Paganism is the older of the two traditions by
roughly 200 years. Despite Roman accounts of Celtic Dru-
ids in the British Isles during their occupation, the actual
beliefs and practices of prehistory cannot possibly be recon-
structed. In the late 19th century, Britain saw a romantic and
transcendental movement in both literature and philosophy,
during which interest in the ancient myths was revived. In
the flurry of secret societies such as the Rosecrucians and
Freemasons (both of which continue to exist internationally
today), the Ancient Order of Druids was established in Lon-
don in 1781 (Green 147). These societies, for the most part,
were not religious, though participation in them often in-
volved ritualistic behaviors. The groups crossed over easily
into early America. For the most part, however, those call-
ing themselves Druids stayed away from public view in both
countries until the early 1950s, when Wicca 'came out' and
paved the way for them in the press and the public eye.
Druids in general do not claim to be part of a religious
tradition that has been unchanged since the time of the Celts,
though they do consider themselves their spiritual descen-
dants. Despite the vast amount of pseudohistory written from
the 19th century to the present day, leaders of Druidic organi-
zations such as Issac Bonewits have attempted to uncover
what little information is available about prehistoric religious
rites and incorporate them into contemporary practices, where
possible. For example, in Britain, the traditional holidays
are often celebrated at or near Stonehenge and other monu-
ments, wherever possible, because it is be-
lieved that, though the Druids did not cre-
ate them, they did indeed worship there.
Druid worship is infrequently de-
picted in intellectual works. Emphasized
instead is the importance of scholarship to
Druidry. Because Druids historically are per-
ceived as a bardic class of wise men and
court advisers, contemporary Druids place
high significance on learning. A Druid as-
pires to several levels of initiation and in-
tellectual mastery, including "drama, music,
psychic arts, physical and biological and
social sciences, counseling, communica-
tions, and health skills. Languages are also
emphasized" (Adler 327). Druid beliefs
are similar to those of Wicca, but appear
more formalized; they may safely be called
doctrine, or even philosophy. Druids, like many Wiccans and
other Pagans, believe in the primacy of nature and are often
involved in ecological causes. They believe in reincarnation
of a circular sort in which man is reincarnated until his soul
has achieved wisdom, at which time it returns to integration
with the God and Goddess, only to be reincarnated again,
like Arthur of legend, in times of great need. Because Druidry
can also be con-
ceived of as a phi-
losophy, it is not
surprising to find
that those practic-
ing it also claim
other faiths.
" S o m e h o w
Druidry has devel-
oped the ability to
build bridges be-
tween faiths, so that
as well as finding
Christian Druids
and Wiccan Druids,





Gomm 12). A most
interesting example of this is Hassidic Druidry, a group
formed in 1976 of Jews and former Jews "who wish to keep
certain aspects of Hebrew and Yiddish culture but want to
avoid the oppressive nature of what is in many respects a
patriarchal society" (Adler 325). Many of the eclectic Pagan
worshipers of today are fond of the idea that their faith can
synthesize so many different traditions and philosophies.
Wicca, however, can appear a bit less inclusive.
The branch of formal Paganism known as Wicca be-
gan in England. There is much debate about whether or not







af f lu ent
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spent his
life as a tea
and rubber
plantation






located not far from London, in 1938. According to his bi-
ography, Gardner had a long-standing interest in occult and
religious subjects, so it is unsurprising that soon after mov-
ing he discovered and joined the Rosicrucian Theatre in the
city of Christ church. It is said that through these connec-
tions, he met a local woman who he called in his writings
"Old Dorothy." She was allegedly "the leader of a surviving
witch coven of the ancient religion" (Hutton 206). He
was initiated into this coven in 1939 and continued to
work with it into the 1940s. In 1946, he met infamous
occultist and magician Aleister Crowley, and was ini-
tiated into his society, Ordo Templi Orientis, which
practiced ritual magic. At the same time, he wrote the
novel High Magic s Aid, published in 1949. The ritu-
als described therein were, Gardener later said, repre-
sentations of those performed by his and similar cov-
ens of the ancient religion. There was and remains no
proof of Gardner's claim, and "no academic historian
has ever taken seriously [his] claim to have discov-
ered a genuine survival of ancient religion" (Hutton
206). In 1954, Gardner published Witchcraft Today, in
which he described himself as "a disinterested anthro-
pologist who had been lucky enough to discover
[Wicca's] survival as a secret and initiatory system of
pagan religion" (Hutton 206). This work was met with
skepticism by academia, derision by the press, and
embraced openly by the fantasy-loving public. Though
not always loved, Wicca has never since left the pub-
lic eye in the United Kingdom.
The first schism within Wicca occurred just a few years
after its beginnings. In the early 1960s, a Manchester native
Continued on Page 28.
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DU Press Release Revisited
The fine print brought to
the forefront
by Adam Mallinger
Sidney J. Harris once said, "A cynic is not merely one
who reads bitter lessons from the past; he is one who is pre-
maturely disappointed in the future." As a cinema major,
that quote pretty well illustrates my attitude towards the ad-
ministration, particularly since their announcement of all the
upcoming campus improvements. If you happen to be in an
administrative position or a science major, I'm sure you're
ecstatic about all the new buildings. For a person who stud-
ies the Fine Arts, these improvements are
analogous to hearing that Doane added a
hot tub to their spa while your building is
still lacking running water. However, even
considering the shoddy state of the down-
hill buildings, I don't think the adminis-
tration is deliberately giving the finger to
the Fine Arts. They've ignored us for so
long I'm convinced they've forgotten
we're even there.
That said, allow me to run a recent
Denison Press Release through my "Ad-
ministrative Rhetoric Translating Pro-
gram" and show you what the adminis-
tration is really saying. The paragraphs
in italics are from the original press re-
lease, followed by my translation.
GRANVILLE, Ohio — Beginning
this March, Denison University will em-
bark on its most ambitious construction
program in more than a quarter century,
with work commencing on a new "Cam-
pus Commons."
Beginning this March, student con-
venience and environmental concerns will
be thrown to the wind, with work com-
mencing on a new "Campus Commons,"
which will herald more construction and
traffic problems than 1-270 in a bad year.
...to be framed by anew life science
building and the Morgan Center, for stu-
dent, faculty and alumni-related activities.
.. .to be framed by a new life science building, far more
advanced than the historic Olin building, and the Morgan
Center, a vanity project designed to separate alumni from
their money and provide yet another building where students
would not be welcome.
Beneath the new commons will be an underground
parking garage for some 300 cars.
And you thought seniors complained when they had
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to walk back to the East Quad from Mitchell...
Total anticipated cost for the project is $59,750,000, a
figure approved by the Denison Board of Trustees at their
winter meeting (Jan. 19-20, 2001).
The $60 million expenditure isn't such a bitter pill to
swallow considering the administration will amortize the cost
by slashing the Fine Arts budget for the next 30 years - sav-
ing the school literally hundreds of dollars.
Construction is expected to take about three years and
will include significant upgrades to campus roads and re-
lated infrastructures, and improving pedestrian and vehicu-
lar traffic patterns.
If you accept this claim at
face value, Dr. Noble has a few
sorority and fraternity houses he'd
like to sell you.
The new Burton D. Morgan
Center to the east will provide a
new point of entry for campus visi-
tors and will house a variety of
academic and administrative
functions, including: the Career
Development Center; a faculty
lounge; offices for Alumni Affairs,
University Resources and Public
Affairs, and Organizational Stud-
ies; and a host of technology-rich
classrooms and seminar spaces.
In other words, all areas
used more by administrators than
students. (These new offices are
different from Slayter how? Oh
yes, the facilities are larger. I sup-
pose it does make some amount
of sense to construct new build-
ings for administrative purposes.
What else could they do? Shove
the offices in an old frat or soror-
ity house? Denison would never
do anything that absurd.) By the
way, the administration hopes that
the Fine Arts departments enjoy
their new tents...they were
cheaper than the classroom trailers.
At the western edge of the Commons, the new life sci-
ence building will be built to take over the functions cur-
rently housed in Higley Hall, a building erected in 1941 when
biology, as both a discipline and an academic department at
the College, was much smaller. The new space will provide
greatly expanded facilities that reflect advances in molecu-
lar biology and biochemistry.






As taken from the Denison University Website, the Cam-
pus Compact of Denison University reads:
"Denison University is a place where individuals respect
one another and their environment.
Each of us possesses a full range of rights and responsi-
bilities, and foremost among these is a commitment to treat
each other and our environment with unconditional respect.
With mutual consideration and trust, our community will thrive
as a place of liberal learning and humane life.
As a university, we value learning and scholarly work.
As a community, we share common purposes, gover-
nance, bonds, and traditions.
We treat each other with respect. Civility is a corner-
stone of our community.
We value our campus
and respect our environment.
We respect individual-
ity. We celebrate diversity as
a strength from which we
grow and learn from one an-
other.
All interactions, aca-
demic and social, are charac-
terized by integrity.
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We take responsibility
for acting in accordance with
our community's standards
and rules, and for reporting
violations of those standards
and rules."
The compact is supposed to reflect the values of our
community, and so, in light of some recent events on our cam-
pus, I have decided that the compact could use some revisions
in the introduction and the second, third, fifth, and seventh
listed points.
My revised version of the compact is as follows:
Denison University is a place where individuals respect
one another and their environment as long as everyone is a
white heterosexual who does not date anyone of another race.
If this order is not maintained, certain individuals may feel
justified in defiling the environment as a means of showing
their fear and anger toward the situation. This is acceptable
because statistically most members of the Denison commu-
nity are white heterosexuals, who don't date outside their own
race anyway. Each of us possesses a full range of rights
and responsibilities, which may be completely ignored by
other community members if they feel opposition or indif-
ference toward one's position. Foremost among these in-
significant rights and responsibilities is a commitment to
treat each other and our environment with unconditional
respect when we feel inclined to do so. With mutual unre-
sponsiveness, fear, and silence, our community will thrive
as a place of liberal learning and as a breeding ground for
future hate-group members.
As a university, we value learning and scholarly work.
As a community, we share common purposes, gov-
ernance, bonds, and traditions. All Denison traditions must
continue unbroken, and this is without exception, even if
they involve harassment of students, littering of the envi-
ronment, or vandalism of personal property.
We treat each other with respect if other people are
watching and/or it is daytime. Civility is a cornerstone of
our community but one that is as eroded as the grout on the
front of Doane library.
We value our campus and respect our environment
consistently between sunrise and sunset. All other times
are open for the free expression of disrespect, hatred, and
fear.
We abhor individuality. We are terrified of diversity














dards and rules when
it suits us, and for
reporting violations
of those standards and rules during years Haley's comet
can be seen.
Perhaps you are now interested in my motivation for
proposing these revisions. They climaxed on the night of
Mrs. Shepard's talk (February 21), but really gained fuel
the weekend before that. Here's what happened.
That weekend (February 17 and 18) was:
"Lil' Sibs Weekend"
An overnight weekend for potential students
A weekend of unusually high vandalism on our cam-
pus (see the letter from Campus Safety and Security posted
in the Bullsheet on February 20th)
Continued on Page 33.
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Bureaucracy-Friend





One sunny day at Denison Uni-
versity, in the middle of a lovely Spring
semester, I decided to procure a pur-
chase order for a student activity. I
planned to buy office supplies for
MoYO, the campus magazine, so I
trekked over to Doane to see if I could
locate some money. I started out in the
Cashier's office (" 'Cashier' sounds like
'Cash' " was my reasoning, I think). A
helpful staff member there directed me
to the Accounting Office, next door. I
thanked her profusely for setting me
straight, and headed to Accounting. The
lady behind the desk there told me that,
no, I did not want Accounting at all—
Purchasing handles all student activi-
ties funds, though Accounting does
have a record of group account num-
bers. Still not discouraged, I hauled
myself up two flights of skinny stairs
that were effused with a tense, yellow-
ish light. Pausing to catch my breath (I
had bounded too swiftly in my chipper
enthusiasm, and needed a breather), I
noticed that I was at Telephone Ser-
vices, where I used to pay my phone
bill until they put a sign up to pay tele-
phone bills not in Telephone Services,
but in Purchasing (just for a little
while—don't ask me why). I proceeded
down the hall to Purchasing and entered
their comfortable, friendly office space.
A duo of desk attendants of differing
but unclear authority was present. The
first directed me to the second. The sec-
ond explained to me that only the cur-
rent Treasurer of DCGA (a very effi-
cient and helpful chap at the time) could
give me a short order form. It was fur-
ther explained—and this is, in my opin-
ion, the best part—that the DCGA Trea-
surer picked up the forms from Purchas-
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ing, but that he had to pick them up,
and then deliver them to me. At this
point I was too exhausted to appreciate
the joke, which was a good thing, be-
cause it wasn't a joke.
I rather enjoyed my walking tour
of the administration building that
day—I even found a drinking fountain
that I hadn't known existed. And I even-
tually got my short order form, though
I waited a few days to e-mail the Trea-
surer because of my weariness in pur-
suing the subject. After several days
recuperation, however, I could not help
but contemplate the nature of this re-
cently discovered bureaucratic set-up at
our very own university. I wondered
why an institution dedicated to the ben-
eficial treatment of its students would
have such labyrinthine procedures to
allow access to the students' allotted
funds. In fact, it doesn't seem like I've
ever heard anyone speak out in direct
support of bureaucracy. Even people
who work within one consistently com-
plain about the internal procedures they
are bound up in on a daily basis. The
only people I can imagine that would
admit an interest in maintaining bureau-
cratic systems would be the executives
at 3M (I hear they make the red tape).
So why does this way of doing things
(or, more accurately, way of not doing
things) persist?
We might clarify
our search for reasons by
looking at the etymol-
ogy of the word "bu-




ing "doing nothing," and
"y," as in "Why? Be-
cause we like it." The
truth is we ask for bu-
reaucracy, we cry out for
it, through the standards
to which we hold insti-
tutions like Denison—if
there is something we don't like about
the "campus climate" (whatever that is),
it is the institution's fault; if something
changes, however, and we don't like it
the new way, this is also the institution's
fault. The Man gets it both coming and
going. There are too many people, with
too many different interests, for any uni-
versity or other establishment to please
even the majority, much less everybody.
Bureaucracy develops from this
state of affairs as a form of institutional
self-defense. The people in charge—
sometimes there are some actual au-
thorities, somewhere dark and deeply
hidden, like Mammoth Cave—these
people know that a bunch of people are
going to come and complain about the
way things are. They also know that
another bunch of people are going to
come and complain if anything changes.
To preserve the institution's viability in
this maelstrom of public dissent, there
must be a way to slough off responsi-
bility without later being held to account
for not acting on anything. Bureaucracy
is a brilliant solution to this difficulty.
This is how it works, in a more
general sense. Rudy DeCappiaccino
walks into institutional office A. He
tries to register a complaint or, worse,
suggest a change in policy. Immedi-
ately, he is handed something to fill out.
He is transformed, no longer a carbon-
based life form, but instead a carbon
copy. He morphs miraculously into a
two-dimensional construct,
DECAPPIACC, RUPERT R, male,
caucasion, 283-76-5565. There is a
space for 283-76-5565 to write out his
suggestion. He is generously given two
whole blank lines at the end of the sec-
ond page. Of course, he must fill ev-
erything out multiple times and provide
proper identification at every step.
When 283, as we can call him for
short, leaves the office, his paperwork
is "taken under consideration," or, in
layperson's terms, "filed away." This
is in case 283 comes back, so they can
retrieve his paperwork and tell him that
he has filed it in the wrong department.
He wants office B, down the street, af-
ter he has received notarized permits
from offices C and D, conveniently lo-
cated in buildings up to eighty miles
away.
This is an example of bureau-
quickly as possible from making any
impression at all. Because of this,
Charles Thompson (heretofore unmen-
tioned, because unruffled) will not be
coming in tomorrow to rail against the
new policy that Rudy suggested.
Charles is not miffed at all. Rudy is
somewhat miffed, but there is nothing
he can do about it, except repeat the
process. "We sent you to the appropri-
ate department," cry the bureaucrats.
"We gave you the required forms." And
they are right. So Rudy is angry, but he
must eventually redirect his anger not
toward the institution, which never for-
mally rejected his idea, but against the
bureaucracy, which never allowed him
to express it effectively. Rudy cries out
against Bureaucracy with a capital "B"
and lets the institution escape un-
scathed. His anger is dissipated on an
abstract idea, a shadowy concept sym-
bolized by a strand of crimson adhesive.
Another vicious attack on the status quo
cracy in a broader sense than it appears
here at Denison. The outcome, whether
on campus or in the Bureau of Motor
Vehicles, is the same: Rudy, whatever
his number, has registered his sugges-
tion. It has been taken through a pro-
cedure known as "due process," which
means that it has been stopped as
has been skillfully deflected, and an-
other salaried paper-pusher carves a
notch on his electric stapler.
So why do we, the public, allow
this shameful waste to go on? Why put
up with a system that makes positive
innovation impossible? Why? Because
we like it. We tacitly, perhaps subcon-
sciously, support bureaucracy in all our
institutions because we are frightened
of what other people could do if bureau-
cracy didn't stop them.
In the vast majority of interac-
tions with the establishment, we are
Charles Thompson, not Rudy
DeCappiaccino. We are the person
whose front yard is going to be dug up.
We are the unlucky stiff whose base-
ment will be rezoned as a polling place.
We are a member of the student group
that will now have to share a university
office with the new Masochistic Bath-
tub Yachting Club.
This analysis might not seem to
apply to my quest to procure a short or-
der form for office supplies. When you
look at it from the university's perspec-
tive, however, it makes sense (the funny
kind of sense that is left over when one
uses the phrase "common sense"). The
university has no idea how I plan to use
those office supplies. I might buy a dry-
erase board to post
on my door that
, :*t will later have an
I ^o-:'.^fy?:':' offensive slogan




plaint. I might buy




for an upgrade of
their own out-
moded staplers.
Or, worst of all, I
might use these of-






someone in an en-
tire issue of MoYO, and the university
could be held accountable for making
that smutty, or insensitive, or aestheti-
cally tasteless magazine possible. In
fact, it would be better for the
university's collective peace of mind if
Continued on Page 27.
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The Denison Social Hierarchy -
Do You Cut It?
by The TastyPaycheck
1. When entering Shorney, the first thing I look for is:
a.) an exit
b.) any floor where I can hear the smashing of beer bottles
c.) any door where I can see a towel stuffed underneath it
d.) an exit
2. Rather than attend a potentially interesting or enlighten-
ing lecturer during the school week, I would rather:
a.) get fucked up at the Villa
b.) get fucked up at Brews
c.) get fucked up in my room
d.) get fucked
3. My favorite thing about The Wingless Angels is:
a.) They look good in black.
b.) Their Rush booklet caused them to look like bigger
assholes than they already were.
c.) They're not smart enough to damage school property in a
creative and irreplaceable manner.
d.) Wait, who?
4. When I have a problem, the first thing I do is:
a.) ask God
b.) bother my friends
c.) let the problem bug me until it requires a licensed thera-
pist
d.) let the beer figure it out
5. The #1 reason for me to become an Environmental Stud-
ies Major is:
a.) I like to smoke pot
b.) I care about the environment, and like to smoke pot
c.) I want to be Amish when I grow up, and like to smoke pot
d.) I'm too lazy to shave... because I smoke pot
6. What I plan to get out of Denison is:
a.) a history of alcoholism
b.) a future of alcoholism
c.) good stories for my therapist
20 Spring 2001
d.) $ 100,000 in student loans, which I paid off with my credit
card to get free shit
1'. My favorite cheap drink of choice is:
a.) Natty Light
b.) wine from a box
c.) bong water
d.) NyQuil
8. Hummus is made of:
a.) crushed chick peas
b.) stuff scraped from the weekend floors of Crawford
c.) stuff scraped from the bowls of Shorney, but what kind?
d.) ask God
9. My neighbor:
a.) I've never seen him, I think he's a swimmer
b.) has tourettes
c.) is a screamer
d.) holds a prayer for my soul every week with his/her friends
from Campus Crusade for Christ
10. What I hate most about the residence halls going smoke
free is:
a.) I can't smoke pot
b.) I can't smoke crack
c.) I'll be expected to talk to the person after sex
d.) can they do that? I guess I'll have to live in Shorney
So, you've made it this far. Are you sure you want to
go on? You have more important things to do, right? Just
remember, if this offends you in any manner, then we did
our job. We're not here to take sides, we like to make fun of
them.






look back from a
Big Apple Intern
by Kim Curry
Looking back has never really
been my style. I've always been much
more of a "focus on the future" kind of
girl. Okay, so maybe I'm more of a
"dwell incessantly on what's happen-
ing right now" kind of girl, but the point
is that I don't look back. And that's
worked for me. I grew up in a military
family and things were always chang-
ing around me, so I never had the choice
to look anywhere but ahead. I looked
so far ahead, in fact, that for as long as
I can remember, I've been telling ev-
eryone—myself included—that I was
going to bean editor in New York City
when I grew up. There was a master
plan that went along with that dream
and I've followed it almost perfectly. I
somehow managed to grow up a little
bit early and I'm working as an editor
in the Big Apple even as I write this. I
never expected this to happen here,
amidst the incredible bustle of midtown
Manhattan, but for the first time in my
life I've looked back at my past...and
re-evaluated my future. This is my story.
My parents have always told me
that I could grow up to be anything I
wanted to be. I don't remember spend-
ing much time thinking about my ca-
reer options. I briefly entertained the
idea of being a flight attendant, I
thought about being a record producer,
and once, when I was about seven, I
played "teacher" with my friend
Katherine. We got to the part where the
students take a nap and we put one of
her pom-poms over the lamp to make it
darker. The plastic melted onto the light
bulb and we almost started a fire. That's
when I decided to stop playing and stick
to what I was good at. English is what I
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was good at. I'm not incredibly creative
and I can't write a good short story to
save my life, so that left me two op-
tions: teaching—which was obviously
out of the question—and editing. And
there it was...I would be an editor.
I started working on my plan right
away. I continued doing well in my
English classes and told some of my
teachers that I was going to be an edi-
tor someday. They told me that I might
as well get started right away and put
me in charge of the school literary
magazine and newspaper. Things were
falling into place wonderfully. Every-
thing made perfect sense in my head,
my parents supported me, and my
friends thought it was kind of cool that
I thought so much about my future. Of
course I had made personal notes about
this grand plan in my diary, but my first
chance to write it down in-depth came
in eighth grade. My English teacher,
Mrs. Roberts, had given my classmates
and I what she called one of her favor-
ite assignments: a futurography, an es-
say describing where we saw ourselves
in 20 years. I clearly remember the big
dreams I put into that essay. I didn't
consider them dreams, though. To me,
they were very real things that just
hadn't happened yet. After all, 20 years
is made up of a lot of steps. So I wrote
about being the valedictorian of my high
school class, going to a small but re-
spectable university, majoring in En-
glish, and then transferring to Colum-
bia to get my master's degree. I wrote
about my husband, three children, and
two dogs, and I wrote about the friends
in my life that were as important as ever.
Then came the big dream; I wrote about
sitting in my office in the Big Apple,
doing my job as the editor-in-chief of
Disney Magazine (I was 12 years
old...even the most serious goals had to
involve something fun). When I turned
in my essay, I told myself how amaz-
ing my future was going to be.
Not much changed over the next
four years. I had to write another, larger,
even more detailed futurography for my
senior English class. As much as I loved
Mrs. Sundquist, I think it was her phi-
losophy that, as seniors, we shouldn't
have fun assignments anymore, so she
called our essays "final projects." I ap-
parently shared her philosophy because
I didn't write "Disney" in front of
"Magazine" this time. Someone with as
good a plan as I had should obviously
have a more serious and intellectual job.
But the master plan still ended with me
in New York, working as an editor. Just
as before, things kept falling into place,
so I just kept getting closer. I had de-
cided to go to Denison my sophomore
year, thanks to the connections of my
guidance counselor, and I did graduate
at the top of my class. Little bonuses
were popping up along the way, too. I
came in first place at the state-wide
competition for Business English, I got
a perfect score on the verbal section of
my ACT, and one of my favorite past-
times was correcting my best friend's
grammar. Things couldn't have been
more perfect.
When I got to Denison, I met my
advisor, who is as excited about lan-
guage as I am. I told him my plan for
the future and we discussed my options.
I had originally registered as an English
and communication double major, but
I ended up designing my own. After
what many would consider more
hassles than it is worth, I was officially
declared a "Language in its Social Con-
text" major—what I like to call linguis-
tics. (But that's a completely separate
story, just ask around.) On top of hav-
ing a major that was literally made for
me, I found an off-campus program that
seemed to be designed with my grand
plan in mind: The Great Lakes College
Association New York Arts Program. A
semester in Manhattan working at an
internship with a professional in my
field of study. A preview of my future
and 16 credits at the same time, plus no
home work... how could I pass that up?
It would require me leaving my job at
the Writing Center (again, perfectly
suited to my needs), but I knew
Barney's fourth floor would still be
there when I got back. I spent my fall
break going to interviews and sleeping
in the shit-hole that would, sadly, be my
place of residence for the spring term.
The girl I came with and I exchanged a
look of complete disgust with our sur-
roundings, praying to all things holy
that there had been some mistake. I
doubted myself for a minute and won-
dered if I could last four months in these
conditions. But I finally decided that it
would be a small price to pay for the
big step it was. Of course I would come,
and I would love it, because it's New
York City and it's part of the plan.
So I came. I cried the entire time
I packed because, honestly, one suitcase
and a hanging bag do not provide
enough space for 15 weeks of my life. I
cried both days my mother was here to
help me move in because milk is like
$12 in this city and we killed a roach
on the dirty floor in my room. I cried
when she was leaving because cliques
from other schools were already form-
ing and I barely knew my roommate.
My mom, being the typical mother she
is, hugged me long and hard before she
held my shoulders at arm's length. Then
she looked at me with all the serious-
ness in the world and said, "You sur-
vived camp when you were a little girl;
you're going to survive this." She told
me that she loved me and she left. I
stood outside with a blank stare on my
face for a good two minutes. Then I
said—out loud—"I don't want to sur-
vive. I want to enjoy this. That was the
plan." Ah, the plan. I would just focus
on the future. I was back on track.
For the next two or three hours, I
was fine. I got to know my roommates
and unpacked my stuff (that part took
about 15 minutes...see above). I went
grocery shopping and was temporarily
depressed by the astronomical bill, but
soon recovered when I got a good shelf
in the kitchen. Over the next couple of
days, though, I had to meet everyone
else in the program. As I talked to them,
I discovered that they were all talking
about how they missed the way things
were at home. No one was saying any-
thing about how this experience would
help his or her future. I didn't want to
talk about anything but that. That's what
made me okay. I figured that once I
started my internship at Rolling Stone
Press things would be much better.
And work was great. Right away I
was doing awesome things with re-
search and editing and just making
connections. But I couldn't escape
the conversations at the house.
I was sitting in one of only
two very small kitchens for all 50
of us students, having a conversa-
tion with Jonathan, a musical the-
ater student from DePauw. We were
talking about how, now that we were
here, we didn't know quite what to
do with ourselves. Then he told me
that he thought he was convincing
himself not to be homesick. I got re-
ally quiet. He looked at me for a
second and asked me what was
wrong. I had only known him for
two weeks at that point, so I wasn't
sure if he was actually interested in
the answer or not, but I opened my
mouth and did something I never
thought I would do. I told him a
story about my past. After a good
20 minutes of rambling, I got to the
part where I was still going to come
back here for grad school and to
work for a while, but I was very se-
rious when I said that I didn't want
to stay forever. I wondered how
could I have said that, and if I really
had. That was my plan that I was
giving up on; I was losing the
roadmap to the rest of my life. And
I was scared.
It all made sense right at that
moment. Sometime between my in-
terviews and that day, I'd figured out
that New York was not the place I
wanted to raise my children. I just
hadn't admitted it. The city is in-
credible and I will never regret com-
ing. And like I said, I'll still come
back, just not forever. Maybe I'm
too ordinary, but going through the
strangest and most severe case of
culture shock I'd ever experienced
made me realize a few things. I need
a place were I could drive and park
without getting a headache from the
thousand car horns around me. I
need a real, live neighborhood and
a porch swing I can sit on and just
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No translation here. I could point
out that at least Higley was constructed
specifically as a science building, and even
more specifically as an academic building.
Contrast that with the Cinema Department,
which is currently housed in an old soror-
ity house and a tiny cottage. Furthermore,
most of the cinema equipment is cramped
and outdated despite the fact there are more
than 50 majors enrolled in the program.
As I said, I could rant and rave about this,
but I think I've made my point.
This building project is part of an
overall Campus Master Plan created in
1999 by the firm of Graham Gund Archi-
tects of Cambridge, Mass.
The building project is part of an
overall Campus Master Plan created in
1999 to give the downhill fine arts disci-
plines the impression that the administra-
tion actually cares about them. The so-
called "30 Year Plan" is nothing more than
a stalling tactic. We'll show the depart-
ment chairs blueprints of some "Fine Arts
Complex" to be constructed sometime in
the next 30 years. Let them think we'll
combine Cinema, Theatre and Dance into
one new state of the art building. That'll
buy us enough time to cycle out the fac-
ulty, ensuring no one will hold us to the
promise.
The Albert M. Higley Co. of Cleve-
land will serve as construction managers
for the project. The Higley firm has been
involved in the construction of 21 build-
ings or building additions at Denison since
1949.
*cough* Kickback! *cough*
Denison University, founded in
1831, is an independent, coeducational
college of liberal arts and sciences, enroll-
ing 2,090full-time undergraduate students
from 47 states and 34foreign countries on
its residential campus in Granville, Ohio.
Denison University, founded in
1831, is an independent, coeducational
college of liberal arts in name only, and in
science in practice. The school enrolls
2,090 full-time undergraduate students
from 47 states and 34 foreign countries,
but as soon as the administration figures
out a way to make money without having




conitinued from page 10.
"Soft-spoken" in that he not only
spoke with little frequency but also just
barely above a whisper, Godwin
Samararatne otherwise should have
been a constant center of attention. With
his richly dark skin, tall stature, shock
of fine silvery hair, and disarmingly
subdued gaze, Godwin was certainly
one of the most physically striking in-
dividuals I have ever seen. These lovely
physical attributes combined with his
regular outfit of a stark-white dhoti
kurta would seemingly make Godwin
hard to miss. Somehow, though, he
managed to deflect attention from him-
self. Walking with our program direc-
tor and Munindra-ji, Godwin hung in
their shadows with his arms folded
neatly across his chest. In dharma talks,
he always yielded to Munindra-ji as an
instructor. He constantly behaved as his
student, rather than the intellectual
equal that he indeed was. Godwin car-
ried himself quietly, completely devoid
of any pomp. With his head downcast,
his arms ever-folded across his chest
and positively petite steps, his manner
of walking allowed for him to cloister
himself away among a crowd. I often
would not catch sight of him if we both
happened to be walking through the vil-
lage towards each other. Instead, I
would be surprised by a broad grin or
little wave.
All that I knew about Godwin
professionally until this time last year
was that he was a librarian and that he
lived at a meditation retreat center out-
side of Kandy, Sri Lanka. As I discov-
ered, Godwin was not only a librarian
but also a well-respected teacher of
meditation and scholar of Buddhist lit-
erature. In Sri Lanka, he worked and
taught at the Matale Municipal Library,
the Buddhist Publication Society, the
Lewella Meditation Centre, the Kandy
Municipal Library, the Visakha Medi-
tation Centre, and the University of
Peradeniya. He also taught throughout
Europe and Asia, as well as in South
Africa, where he regularly gave instruc-
tion at a meditation center in Ixopo. He
worked with other scholars all around
24 Spring 2001
the world studying cases of reported
reincarnation. His work in this field was
published in several international jour-
nals, including The Journal of the
American Society for Psychical Re-
search. Godwin was also the manager
and head teacher at his residency, the
Nilambe Meditation Centre, which
structures its instructional regime
around his ideas.
Personally, I knew even less
about him until very recently. Growing
up and throughout his adulthood,
Godwin apparently amazed those
around him with the quiet grace and
strength that he showed in the face of
the tragedies in his life, such as the
deaths of his father and older brother
when he was a child, his best friend
when they were both relatively young
men, and his wife in an accident. He
read philosophy voraciously, and de-
voted a great deal of his time to work-
ing with both cancer patients and the
impoverished. He was active in peace-
work connected with the Tamil-Eelam
conflict in Sri Lanka. He was respected
and befriended by many important Bud-
dhist scholars, including the Venerable
Nyanaponika, Dr. Ian Stevenson, and
His Holiness the Dalai Lama.
In his teaching, Godwin stressed
the importance of awareness and mind-
fulness. "The importance of meditation
is learning to achieve a mind that is free,
a mind that is happy, a mind that is
peaceful, a mind that has loving kind-
ness," he once said. He talked often
about how important he felt it was to
be one's own best friend. Too often, he
felt, people assign themselves "pluses"
and "minuses." In our meditation ses-
sions with him, he often would suggest,
"No thinking, no judging. Just breath-
ing. Moment to moment. Concentrate
on the breath. If any thought comes into
your head, welcome it with loving kind-
ness. No pluses, no minuses. Just
breathing. Moment to moment." For
Godwin, the key to unlocking our com-
passionate nature was this emphasis on
moment-to-moment thinking. "A medi-
tation master described his practice as:
When I eat I eat, when I walk I walk,
when I sleep I sleep," he once said. "So
when you consider this, you'll realize
that meditation is related to ordinary
things, not extraordinary things, not
special things...Meditation is simple,
practical, ordinary things in life which
we do consciously and then these ordi-
nary things become extraordinary."
•fe
I have several very vivid memo-
ries of Godwin that I think about regu-
larly and that have in an unusual way
become very important to what I sup-
pose you could call my "Buddhist prac-
tice" (although I'm constantly strug-
gling with the question of whether or
not I would call myself a Buddhist).
There was the time when Godwin
spoke to us about loving kindness with
such genuineness and gentleness that
one student, dealing somewhat privately
with some difficult news from home,
suddenly burst out into much-needed
sobs. There was the time that I was act-
ing like a jackass, milling and tittering
about in an effort to crack up some of
the other students, and turned a corner
to come face-to-face with Godwin and
his smile. There was the time during one
of the teachings when Godwin laughed
so hard at something Munindra-ji said
that he sent the entire program into hys-
terics for something like ten or fifteen
minutes. There were most times during
meditation when I would open my eyes
at the very end before everyone else and
share a smile with Godwin, who would
always be doing the same thing.
There is one memory that I think
about more than most, though. It oc-
curred the day before Godwin led a re-
treat away from the monastery for in-
terested students. Before getting into the
specifics of this story, I should make
clear that at this point in knowing
Godwin, I was definitely under the spell
that everyone else was: I was amazed
with Godwin. It made me happy to see
him. I was fascinated by him. I felt that
there was so much to be learned from
him. Yet, I did not feel like attending
the retreat and ultimately I did not. I
opted instead to stay at the monastery
for the weekend and write letters to
friends, read secular books, and listen
to music. The day before the retreat, as
I was walking down the second-floor
hallway of the lay residence quarters, I
ran into Godwin. It was only he and I
in the hallway. Although Godwin was
always walking somewhere, he would come to a complete halt to
talk with people, which he did then. We exchanged greetings and
smiles. Godwin was as serene as always, and I as nervous as ever.
After some talk, he asked if I was going to go on his retreat. I told
him I was not and would probably be doing work and other er-
rands instead. While I honestly intended to make up some uncom-
pleted work that weekend, I knew full well when I spoke to Godwin
that the chances of instead spending the time enjoying an idle week-
end were pretty good. "I'd sure like to, but..." I said weakly.
Godwin just stared back at me, his grin never faltering. With no
look of judgment at my laziness, and no change in mood whatso-
ever, he said, "I will miss your smile."
A week or so later, at the end of the Vipassana study, all of
the students gave Godwin and Munindra-ji blank books in which
we each wrote messages to them. In Godwin's, I wrote: "Godwin,
thank you so much for your teaching. I will miss your smile.
Daniel."
*
Six months later—back at Denison—I was checking my
Webmail account and found a message from one of my friends on
the Antioch program. I had heard from one of the students on the
program that Godwin had been sick and had decided to ask this
friend if she knew anything about it. Her reply read: "They typed
your e-mail address wrong. I guess you didn't see this. Sorry,
kiddo." Attached was a message from the program director in-
forming the program participants that Godwin had passed away.
I do not believe that I honestly ever thought that I would
ever see Godwin again, but I took the news very hard. No matter
how marginally I "knew" Godwin, I found his death devastating.
What's more, I was struggling with feelings that, during my time
in India, I had not been the best student of Buddhism in practice,
particularly with Godwin. I remembered ditching Godwin's re-
treat. I had turned my back on important lessons at a fleeting time
in my life when I should have been poised to seize every opportu-
nity, no matter how small. This lesson of life was made all the
more vivid by the death of Godwin.
Although I have a tendency towards over-dramatizing my
life and spent a lot of time feeling sorry for my having been so
callous with the opportunity that I saw as precious only with the
death of the person that made it special, I eventually realized that
this was not very "Buddhist" thinking. Not being a particularly
"Buddhist" response also, by default, made it contrary to the spirit
of gentle Godwin. Instead of constructively approaching the present
moment, I was dwelling on a past I could do nothing to change.
After a while, I decided that rather than giving myself an-
other "minus," I would start working on correcting some of the
bad behaviors that I saw in myself and try to follow the example
of Godwin, whom I held and will always hold in such high regard.
I've been trying since to be more of a moment-to-moment thinker,
more of an actively compassionate person, and more of a medita-
tor (let's just say that my meditation practice ebbs and flows). It's
almost ridiculous—or psychotic, depending on your politics—how
much the teachings of Godwin have been influencing the things I
do. I scold myself when I (often) speak unmindfully about people,
allow myself to get angry, or worry. I promise each time I catch
myself doing these things that I will try harder to approach things
in a spirit closer to Godwin's. As I'm writing this, I'm reminded of
Who is S/he?
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together in order to fight for a common equality.
Feinberg realized this too, which is why she chose
not to focus hir speech on gay rights, but human rights.
She talked in length about hir role in the union move-
ment and leadership in the Workers World Party, tak-
ing on such issues today as fighting for the release of
Mumia Abul Jamahl. S/he spoke passionately about
the need to come together and fight these common op-
pressions under a united front, rather than be torn apart
by our individual agendas and differences. "There is
no fast basis for a coalition," s/he said. Meaning that if
we wait around for all of us to have something in com-
mon, then we'll never get anything done. The goal is,
s/he said, "to fight against each other's oppression."
I realized afterwards, as I was flipping through
my useless set of interview questions, that I had taken
the completely wrong position. I was so caught up in
what I didn't understand about hir, that I had neglected
to investigate what we might have in common. While
s/he stood by the punch table autographing books, I
shirked in the corner and tried to think up a new set of
questions on the fly. I had still yet to introduce myself,
though I'm almost sure s/he glanced over at me a couple
times. Probably wondering why I was staring at hir,
pen in hand, scribbling in my notebook. Eventually the
crowd dissipated and only the people who had orga-
nized the event and select others remained, making
small talk over the catered dinner. Eventually my friend
who had arranged for the interview got fed up waiting
for me to make my move and pushed me over to where
s/he was eating. We shook hands and she pulled a chair
close to hir, inviting me to sit, making sure not to break
from the normalcy of finishing hir pasta. A circle of
people gathered around us on the floor and I suddenly
felt like it was story time, and I was the narrator.
Suddenly questions came to me and I felt my-
self just writing. S/he was one of those people that
seemed to know just what needed to be said before the
question was even asked. Hir body of knowledge was
amazing. When I asked hir opinion concerning the por-
trayal of queer society in the media, s/he went through
an amazing list of examples ranging from The Crying
Game to vaudeville. S/he acknowledged the benefits
of the awareness generated from the exposure, but also
the danger if people believe that the media always per-
petuates the truth. S/he remembered watching Milton
Berle's cross-dressing act on television, for the sole
purpose of humor and not as an example of a legiti-
mate lifestyle. S/he talked about hir own need to find
hir identity and strength in reality, in the people she
came in contact with in hir own life. Hir advice? "Find
others and talk to them. To be isolated is suffocating."
I never did ask hir how s/he defined life as a
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Happy, O Monk continued...
something his close friend U. C. S.
Perera wrote in the Sri Lankan journal
The Island that I jotted down: "Wher-
ever he was, he created a fertile void, a
pregnant emptiness, around him, where
all barriers melted away. He infused the
environment with gentle compassion,
such that his friends became your
friends and yours his. That was the in-
explicable phenomenon he was. His
kindness, selfless benevolence, and
genuineness, influenced those he came
in contact with, and without exaggera-
tion, they became different, their atti-
tudes changed, there was an irresistible
desire to be like him, think like him and
act like him."
*
One of Godwin's insights that I
felt was unique was his belief that shar-
ing experiences, telling stories, is very
important to one's development. "I feel
it is very important to learn to share
[both] our [pleasant and unpleasant] ex-
periences very honestly to a group of
spiritual friends," he once said. "[We
can learn] from unpleasant experiences,
we can learn from pleasant experiences.
Therefore we should learn to be open
to both."
Above, this is what I think I have
done. Above are some of my experi-
ences with and involving Godwin.
Some of them are pleasant, some of
them are not so much. Above I have also
shared where I am at in terms of my
thinking and will do so a bit more in
the following paragraphs. Setting out to
write this article, I had hoped to write a
testament to the man that I was blessed
to know briefly. I am certainly not the
ideal empty vessel that Buddhists talk
about when they talk about enlightened
beings. But I decided originally that
there was enough free space within me
to accommodate the empty vessel that
was Godwin Samararatne. I had hoped
that I could reflect the humanity I saw
in every single individual action of this
man—from sitting meditation to the
way he listened intently to our conver-
sations at meal times and smiled at me
when he saw me watching him doing
it. I hoped to be able to write a really
powerful tribute in which Godwin's
good heart could live and still inspire
and teach. What I think I've come up
with are simply shared experiences that,
as Godwin discussed, are probably
more helpful to me in learning to be
open with myself and my experiences.
I have dreamt and will probably con-
tinue to dream of writing a book about
Godwin; of traveling to Sri Lanka, Eu-
rope and South Africa to meet those
who knew him; of writing the ultimate
testament to the man I hardly knew, but
who I think about every day. But I think
Godwin would want his life to be a call
to action for those of us who, like me,
think that writing the ultimate sublime
and inspirational piece about him is the
best homage. He would want us to work
on our own mindfulness and compas-
sion, and, if possible, help to develop
these qualities in others. Writing is per-
haps the least "Buddhist" response to
the effect of Godwin's life upon mine.
Still, I have chosen to share some-
thing that I think has been the most spe-
cial of experiences for me: being able
to have Godwin Samararatne as an ac-
cessible spiritual friend for five weeks,
and a source of inspiration for the rest
of my life. Why do this for M? 7(9? Why
not? I think Denison is full of spiritual
friends.
*
I once told a friend about my
thinking of going to Sri Lanka to visit
Godwin's meditation center. "A trib-
ute," my friend said, pleased. In its way,
I suppose any trip that I might under-
take to Nilambe would inevitably be a
tribute. However, I think that what drew
me to Godwin was his way of living
and the lessons he offered in his ex-
MoYO Millenium Picks





I'll be brief here. You can wear
them in just about anywhere, except for
maybe sledding or your wedding, un-
less you are the daring type. They make
an excellent shower shoe, pool shoe,
hanging around the house shoe, hot
summer day shoe, I'm too lazy to put
on anything else shoe, trip to the
restroom in the middle of the night shoe,
post dance class shoe, and post soccer
game shoe. Besides, I heard they're sup-
posed to be a really cool item to have
in your wardrobe.
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Who is S/he? continued...
transgender. I can't really explain it, but it seemed rude. It seemed invasive and
unimportant. Instead I decided to ask how s/he remained motivated. How did s/he
remain committed to hir cause without tiring? S/he gave me a blank look as if I
had just asked hir about life on the moon. "It's the easiest thing in the world to
do," s/he answered. Through coalition work s/he not only gets the opportunity to
spread hir message, but also receives the gift of consciousness from hir allies.
After the chat the two of us helped transport the extra food down to the vans
waiting outside. I told hir how I had been so nervous prior to the talk; that I
realized afterwards I had taken the wrong approach toward viewing hir work. S/
he just smiled at me and said, "Why did you think I wanted to meet with you after
the talk?" I nodded and helped hir slide the large tray of deli meats into the trunk.
It wasn't until a bit later, after I had looked over my notes and reflected
about the talk, that I figured out what I wanted this article to say. I knew I didn't
want it to be a question and answer session transcribed on paper or a point by
point synopsis of hir talk. Those had been done before. Actually, looking over this
article, I'm not even sure I actually said anything, let alone answered my initial
question. Who is s/he? To be honest, I don't know. How could I? No one could
answer that but Leslie Feinberg. But then, wasn't that the whole point? I have no
authority to decide how s/he or any other individual chooses to define themselves,
nor have I the right to judge those decisions. However, I do have the capability to
stand up to those who believe they can. Maybe I need to make a call to Webster
Incorporated. I think they need to be instructed on what the actual definition of
unabridged means.
Happy, O Monk continued...
ample. Godwin's way of compassionate action, continent
speech, peaceful thought, and mindful movement inspired
and continues to inspire me forward in the same way. This
Buddhist-inspired path seems to be what I require to help
in answering the questions I have about suffering.
I go this path not for Godwin, but because of him.
Because of the wind.
Postscripts:
For a complete transcript of Dharma talks given by
Godwin at the Chi Lin Nunnery, Hong Kong, in October
of 1997, visit http://www.saigon.com/~anson/ebud/
godwin/.
For information about the charitable trust being be-
gun in Godwin's name, contact Helen Minder at
hminder@span.ch.
Many thanks go out to Aron Weinberg, without
whose contributions and information this article would not
have been possible.
Bureaucracy
continued from Page 19.
our campus magazine never published at all. They could
still claim to have a campus magazine activity under the
student activities section of the brochure—the document
simply wouldn't be produced physically. The university
comes out on top, with a zero complaint factor, and a cam-
pus publication that still looks good on paper.
We, as a student body, don't like action. We despise
change. There is someone who is offended by nearly ev-
ery publication or event that students here produce. We
want our institution to save us from other people who could
possibly impact our lives. Therefore, we accept a system
in which change, or even standard procurement of funds,
is made unnecessarily difficult. We hope that innovators
and club presidents will get tired and give up. It is a form
of protection, where we cower under a sheltering blanket
of paperwork as the bureaucracy makes all the people with
plans that we don't like go away.
Which brings us to the real nature of the beast: bu-
reaucracy is the "go ask your mother" of paternalism. It
redirects our supplications endlessly so that we can't af-
fect policy, but we can't complain that we were ignored,
either. It protects us from ourselves. If we "the student
body" were actually allowed to go mucking about Doane,
changing things, chances are we wouldn't fare very well.
Admittedly, the established system is not great. In fact, it
is often smells like something crawled in the ventilation
shaft and set up a cottage industry manufacturing expired
cheeses. But truth be told, we're much more afraid of the
system we might end up with if we actually let ourselves
get our filthy mitts on it.
This is not to say that we should stop criticizing bu-
reaucracy. Not in the least. Tape it up on your dartboard.
Throw rocks at it. Arrange a meeting with President
Knobel to discuss having it abolished. It'll keep you from
doing any real damage.
MoYummy
continued from Page 9
cutlery area and the
greater dining hall strikes
one, though depending on
crowds, it may seem
more or less welcoming
and airy. The self-service
idea has its charms, par-
ticularly when one gets to
see the food before com-
mitting to it—you don't
just know what dish
you're ordering, but ex-
actly what piece of food
you are selecting. The
tables are moderately
clean, for the most part,
and the booths have a
pleasant plumpness that
deflates merrily under pressure. Whatever accouterments the
diner requires are provided in well stocked salad bar and con-
diment bars. The atmosphere is one of hurried business in the
lines, but once a table is selected, each diner is allowed to set
his or her own pace.
Of course it would be impossible to describe the
Huffman dining experience without some mention of Betty,
the worker who operates the card slider for many of the meals
available. She is a fixture in the dining hall that brightens the
day of many a patron with her down-to-earth wisdom and bril-
liant, but not over-used smile. In addition to Betty, the other
staff members of Huffman are courteous, though their interac-
tion with the clientele is limited. What might be lacking in ef-
ficiency is made up in consistency and hard work. The regular
schedules and open attitude of the Huffman workers contrib-
utes to a warm, close-knit feeling encompassing the diners in
its almost familial nature. While the cafeteria-style service lacks
something in the style department, this is certainly mitigated
by an immediate sense of familiarity and control that the pa-
tron experiences even upon the first visit. Huffman is not about
luxurious seating, or impeccable service, or opulent decor, but
it is about getting food on a tray.
Atmosphere: oc
Eggs are good. The fro-yo is tolerable. Salad bar speci-
mens like crumbled bleu cheese, artichoke hearts, and even
baby mozzarella are exciting. I haven't seen butternut nut squash
soup yet, but presumably it will be served soon. Beef carpaccio
would scare the hell out of me. The orange juice is often too
watery, and the hashbrowns, while often good, pale in com-






continued from Page 15.
called Alex Sanders began asking ques-
tions about Wicca of some of its no-
tables, such as Gardnerian high priest-
esses Patricia Crowther and Doreen
Valiente. Sanders somehow (and this
remains both unclear and hotly debated)
obtained at least a partial copy of a
Gardnerian Book of Shadows, the book
in which Wicca's spells and rituals were
recorded, and by 1965, just a year after
the death of Gerald Gardner, he and fu-
ture wife Maxine were running a coven
of their own. Its existence was publi-
cized that summer in a newspaper ar-
ticle which included Sanders' account
of being initiated into an older tradition
of witchcraft than Wicca in 1933, by his
grandmother. The priestesses with
whom he had been in contact were fu-
rious and vented in public, declaring
Sanders a charlatan for this statement,
which he could not prove. The article
also "provided details of the rituals,
which were standard for the Gardnerian
Book of Shadows" (Hutton 325). He
soon created the title of King of the
Witches, and declared by 1967 that he
had a network of covens including over
1600 people (Hutton 326).
In the United States, both
Gardnerian and Alexandrian covens still
exist, but in far smaller number than
they do in Britain. More significant as
a group in the U.S. is the Dianic group
of traditions. "In the United States all
the groups that call themselves 'Dianic'
are linked by one thing: their emphasis
on the Goddess" (Adler 121). Many
feminists are attracted to this branch of
Wicca, which counts among its origi-
nators feminist author and activist Z
Budapest. Members of this tradition are
most likely to continue, despite popu-
lar and academic disfavor, to embrace
the Great Goddess theory of prehistory
as described in the early 1900s by ar-
cheologists and anthropologists J.J.
Bachofen, Margaret Murray, and, most
recently, Marija Gimbutas (Adler 120).
This worldview says that the prehistoric
cultures of Europe, Britain, and much
of the ancient world were matristic; that
is, that women were given at least equal
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power with men in government and in
home life, and that they were worshiped
and revered as priestesses of the Great
Mother Goddess. Life was peaceful
until the arrival of patriarchal invaders
who destroyed such societies and the
Goddess along with them, putting in




















scribe to this worldview are ecologi-
cally minded as well. The absence of
the god in ritual is the only notable dif-
ference between Dianic and other
Wiccan practices.
Despite its youth, Wicca today
has undergone significant change and
upheaval since the days of its origina-
tion, much as Christianity has been con-
stantly re-envisioned throughout its his-
tory. Traditional covens of any formal
nature are no longer the primary work-
ing and organizational group. Because
Wicca considers itself an open religion,
new and different ways of doing things
are invented and revised at an exponen-
tial rate. Many people on both sides of
the Atlantic have elaborated upon the
original rituals and traditions of Wicca
using their own interest in classical,
Egyptian, Norse, or Celtic mythology,
among other things. I would call such
new or revised traditions syncretic or
eclectic Wicca, because they synthesize
elements from a wide variety of sources
into their religious traditions. Despite
their differences, however, one must
retain a core of similarities in order to
define one's tradition as Wiccan.
Wiccans typically celebrate eight holi-
days, or Sabbats. Four are the quarter
days of the year, the two solstices and
the two equinoxes. The other four split
these quarters and are associated with
the agricultural calendar. Samhain is
celebrated on October 31 or November
1. It is a festival of the dead and a rec-
ognition of the beginning of winter. Yule
is the winter solstice,
celebrated on Decem-
ber 21. At this time,
the shortest day of the
year, the sun is said to
be reborn. Imbolc is
celebrated on or about
February 2, a festival
"of the coming of the
Maiden Goddess,"
spring. Ostara is the
vernal equinox, cel-
ebrated on March 21.
It is a festival of
spring and the begin-
ning of the planting
season. Beltane is cel-
ebrated on or about
May 1, as the begin-
ning of summer. It is a fertility festival
at which rituals are performed to ensure
that the crops and young animals will
continue to grow. Litha, or Coamhain,
is the summer solstice, celebrated on
June 21 as the "zenith of the sun."
Lughnasadh is the harvest festival, and
is celebrated around August 2. It is dedi-
cated to the Celtic god Lugh, about
whom more will be said later. Mabon,
or Herfest, is the autumnal equinox,
celebrated on September 21.
Observances not related to the
calendar year, at such times as the four
quarters (waxing crescent, full, waning
crescent, and new) of the moon, ought
to be celebrated whenever possible, as
esbats. Wiccan solitary and author Scott
Cunningham explains: "just as the
Moon rules the tides, so too does it rule
the tides of bodily energy. At its full,
the Moon subtly increases the amount
of energy available from our bodies,
thus making magic performed during
this phase that much more powerful"
(116). Magic and the circle rituals origi-
nally prescribed by Gardner are still
important parts of Wicca today.
Cunningham defines magic performed
by Wiccans as different from folk magic
practiced historically by cunning folk or high magic practiced by
occultist groups such as Crowley's: Magic is "a natural process of
moving energy with purpose" to facilitate changes in both our spiri-
tuality and our physical lives," while folk magic is "the non-reli-
gious use of tools such as candles, herbs, oils, and colors, com-
bined with personal power, to affect changes" (77). High magic,
also known as ritual or ceremonial magic, is defined in Hutton as
those rituals which began with the first Rosecrucian Society in
1865 or 1866 (73).
The differences between Wicca and the Abrahamic traditions
of Christianity, Islam and Judaism with which Westerners are most
commonly familiar, are legion. First and most obvious is that Wicca
is poly- or duotheistic, where these are monotheistic faiths. Most
Wiccans venerate a divine pair, the God and Goddess, of whom
the myriad deities of the ancient world are but facets, as of a large
gemstone. Some, though, believe much as Native Americans do,
that everything in na-
ture has its own spirit.
Only in some feminist
covens does one find
monotheistic worship
of the Goddess. The
emphasis on the divin-
ity of the female is a
second significant dif-
ference between Wicca
and the Abrahamic tra-
ditions, which are often
criticized as patriar-
chal. Wiccans are either
matristic in nature or
believe there ought to
be true equality be-
tween the sexes. A third
difference is the loca-
tion of the deities.
Christians generally
strive to define a God
who is both immanent
and transcendent, included within and going beyond the physical
world we occupy, both a part of the believer and an omnipotent
force. Wiccans, and other Pagans, too, would typically agree that
this is the case, but generally their focus in worship is more on
immanence and pantheism, presence of the divine in both the wor-
shiper and in nature—God is 'all around us,' not 'up there.'
The primary factor that makes Druidry, Wicca, and other
forms of Paganism different from virtually all other religions is an
almost complete absence of dogma and its acknowledgement that
belief in a single notion or set of ideas universal to all members of
the faith is not a part of the religious system. Pagans do not evan-
gelize, for they do not believe as a group that their faith is the only
way to universal truth or closeness to divinity. There is no single
source of the belief system such as the Bible, Torah, or Qu'ran.
Each Book of Shadows is different, and does not contain life in-
structions, but rituals and spells to encourage closeness to the God-
dess and God. "There's no one correct method of casting a circle;
of invoking the Goddess and God; of ritually observing the sea-
sons or performing Wiccan magic," says Cunningham
(3). Adler explains that while in the circle, most Pa-
gans act as though they believe in the deities as actual
beings, because that visualization is most effective in
ritual. However, outside the circle, one will very rarely
find a coven in which more than one or two members
agree on the nature of the gods. Some perceive them
as actual beings, but most embrace the theoretical
(Adler 86). Divinity is seen as a part of each worshiper,
something that needs to be embraced and actualized
in order to achieve spiritual fulfillment. This diversity
of belief encourages and is encouraged by the religion's
emphasis on creativity above all. "Behind the circles,
the altars, and the regalia, [Paganism] is designed to
facilitate contact with the divine," and any method that
works for the practitioner, with few exceptions, is con-
sidered acceptable (Cunningham 53).
Those few exceptions, however, tend to be the
things that are focused on in the negative press that
Paganism receives. Whatever the path chosen and by
whomever it is shared, Pagans can unfortunately find
themselves victims of persecution, perhaps more so
than followers of any other set of beliefs. This can range
from simple taunts of classmates or co-workers to
threats or even physical violence, to say nothing of
well-meaning souls perpetually attempting conversion.
Part of the reason that there is so much mistrust of
Paganism is that it is misunderstood and misrepre-
sented in the popular media. Pagans universally con-
demn the harming or sacrifice of animals, and by no
means do they worship the Christian devil. While some
do choose to practice magic, this is never done with
the intent of directly influencing others for ill. With
that in mind, it seems possible to hope for a deeper
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Give this to a liberal you
care about. It may be...
THEIR LAST CHANCE!
All semester I've been collecting pamphlets distributed
around campus. Pamphlets about homosexuals, evolutionists,
and people who celebrate Halloween. And I've realized that
these evangelical comics have won countless souls for Chris-
tianity, in the face of radical, militant resistance and lies. Which
is great. But what about Capitalism? Who's going to carry the








continued from Page 17.
A weekend of unusually visible Hate on our cam-
pus
A weekend prior to a campus presentation by a
woman who speaks against Hate
A time of survey about campus hate by the Campus
Climate Association
Many young people visited our campus that week-
end for the first time. I do not see how any of them, given
the following circumstances, could see us as people who
believe in or possess "a commitment to treat each other
and our environment with unconditional respect."
That Saturday morning, as I was walking up to the
library, I noticed a small, folded orange sticker lying on
the ground. Dismissing it as a trash sticker blown from a
neighboring yard, I chose not to pick it up. But I kept an
eye on the ground for other trash on the rest of my way,
admittedly to make myself feel better about letting the lit-
ter remain there. It was not long before, to my shock, I
noticed another florescent sticker. This one was stuck to
the base of a lamppost. I read it and quickly peeled it off.
As I sit with it here before me and look at it in disgust, this
is what it says:
"Earth's Most Endangered Species:
THE WHITE RACE
Help preserve it."
This was followed by the address, phone number,
and website of a group whom one could contact to sup-
port this cause and to order more of these stickers. If this
wasn't bad enough, I have since seen many more stickers
of this kind, the most recent stuck to our own flagpole.
The above example was not the only kind of sticker
I came across. I also saw one in florescent green, which
began "DON'T CATCH AIDS" and proceeded to prescribe
behavior for avoiding the disease. I have an idea of what it
said, but because I do not currently have it in front of me,
I cannot quote it and do not want to misrepresent it. I will
say that its contents were charged with tones of prejudice
toward race and sexual orientation.
What is being done about this—about this message
that was sent to us as a community (immediately prior to
the reception of Mrs. Shepard) and to the young people
who, presumably not all white heterosexuals who date only
other white heterosexuals, visit this institution looking for
a place to learn and grow?
I approached a security officer that week, explained
to him that I'd read the Bullsheet report from security about
the past weekend's vandalism, and inquired if the stickers
had been brought to their attention. He replied that they
had been noticed and that action was being taken by secu-
rity and the janitorial staff to remove them. That seems
like the right thing to do but for one small thing—why
where the other acts of vandalism published when this was
left out? Is the defacement of campus property not van-
dalism? These were not signs hung on the doors of academic
buildings or Slayter with tape as other community messages
are. These were adhesive-backed STICKERS that were stuck
to lampposts, manhole covers, doors, walls in academic build-
ings, and the pole, which bears the American Flag. (And these
are just the places I—one person—noticed them.) They were
very hard to remove, as the security officer noted, and as sev-
eral students noticed when I and another student attempted to
remove the one from the flagpole. I cannot blame security for
not publishing anything about them because I do not have a
complete understanding of the circumstances, but I do want to
understand. So why not?!?
Maybe I am putting the responsibility on the wrong group.
Perhaps it isn't the responsibility of security alone to make this
known. In fact, it's not. As our current campus compact states,
it's my responsibility and yours. As members of this commu-
nity, it is our responsibility to END THE SILENCE about these
events and the larger issues that they represent. To discuss it is
the only way to put an end to it. By ignoring it, we are only
hurting ourselves. I realize that there are several groups on cam-
pus who do discuss and take action against disrespect of our
community and environment. What I am calling for is more
dialogue in campus-wide publications about the individual in-
stances of discrimination that each one of us notices.
I had been waiting for someone else to comment on the
situation with these stickers so that I could say "Yeah! They're
right! I'm glad he/she said that!" I'm sure there are others
who've done this very thing out of fear or laziness or apathy
for a cause that they've seen as irrelevant to them. As the Cam-
pus Climate survey made me realize, that is wrong. It's irrel-
evant to no one. Perhaps we could start a regular publication
that specifically serves to make discrimination and hate on cam-
pus visible to everyone—so no one can ignore it. It is my hope
that there would be a mob of students interested in publishing
their thoughts on hate and related issues.
If not, perhaps
we could look into re-
vising the campus
compact to suit the
values we currently










Often times, people make the
mistake of relying on instruction manu-
als to decipher how to enjoy
themselves while playing a
board game. For example, the
instruction booklet for the clas-
sic game of world domination,
Risk, will attempt to convince
the reader that in order to maxi-
mize the enjoyment that one
can experience from engaging
in the game, one should strive
to occupy all the territories on
the game board with their re-
spective armies. However, this
mentality seriously inhibits one
from achieving even higher
levels in which Risk can be
enjoyed. Although "world
domination," so to speak, can
be fulfilling, one must look at
the bigger picture. Even if a player
manages to be victorious and seize con-
trol of all the countries, nothing has re-
ally been accomplished in the three or
four hours spent playing Risk because,
after all, it is only a board game. There-
fore, one must be more innovate in their
strategy than the instruction manual
demands in order to produce more con-
crete results, such as pissing other
people off.
Just as the European Classical
Balance of Power prevented any one
nation form growing too strong, often
times in Risk, one or two players be-
come dominant and the weaker players
forge alliances in order to accomplish
the same end. However, unlike great
diplomats siich as Meternich or
Bismark, Risk players frequently make
the mistake of assuming that there are
rules in Risk which mandate that such
treaties should be honored. There
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aren't. Therefore, one of the ways play-
ers can enjoy themselves by playing
Risk is by watching their allies squirm
as they fail to attack the opponent
agreed upon, and plow through borders
that were mutually to be left lightly
guarded. Note: this technique is much
more enjoyable once the other parties
involved have already fulfilled their end
of the bargain.
However, the rapture experienced
I
• . .
from breaking alliances does not nearly
compare with completely fucking
someone over. If one finds oneself par-



















longer able to attack. When employ-
ing this technique, one must continue
fighting to the last, leaving one's self
weak and easily conquerable. This is
important because it does not allow the
stratagem to be interpreted with any
confusion about whether or not victory
was a priority. Instead, thoroughly
weakening an opponent at the expense
of one's own demise aptly exemplifies
the contempt one holds against the par-
ticular player. This is extremely enjoy-
able.
While this technique can be used
at any juncture in the game, it is best
employed at the beginning. Especially
if the victimized player is either host-
ing in his or her







Risk can pro vide,
one should make
it clear after tak-
ing such a player
out, that he or she
had no intention
of playing Risk
at all that night.
Finally, al-
though this par-
ticular technique is generally frowned
upon by the Risk playing community,
kicking, shaking, or otherwise disturb-



















technique may not solve anything, but,
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We need writers, drawers, and
other producers of two dimen-
sional goodies.
e-mail millio corhankin t
Open Sunday through Thursday
9:30 pm to 2:00am
WDUB 91.1 FM
Denison University
Granville, OH
Now available at
www.collegemusic.com
Because commercial
radio still sucks.
